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Wars of the ELEMENTS: 
| ON, A 


Dee of a Sea- Storm. — 


HEN, by the Help of canvaſs 0 Wings 
Iq flown 
In Search of diſtant Worlds, to me un- | 


known, 

And left my native Country-and my Friends, 
To Brave the raging Seas and boiſt rous Winds 
As o'er the Waves our Bark in triumph rode, 
And, with her ſturdy Keel, the Ocean plow'd, _ 
One Ev'ning, when a ſtiff and pow'rful Gale, 
Bow'd the tall Maſts and fill'd each ſpreading Sail, 
I gaz'd around me from the reeling Stern, 
Th' amufing Wonders of the Deep to learn; 
Feaſting my Eyes with what aroſe between 
The azure Skies and Neptune's watry Green, 


\T 
* * 


T wixt Dread and Satisfaction ſtood amus'd, 


(4) 
Where finny Monſters did the Surface grace, 
And Birds of various Kinds adorn'd the Space ; 


Such, whoſe ſtrong Pinions did the Land diſdain, 
Yet ſcorn'd to reſt upon the liquid Main; 

But ſporting, daily, twixt the Clouds and Seas, 
Seem'd lofty Strangers both to Food and Eaſe / 
Camelion like, the Air muſt be their Meat, 

For none could ever ſee em reſt or eat: 

Theſe are the long-tail'd milky-birds that fly | 
Beneath the Tropick-bounds, immentfely high; | 
From thence do we derive the Name they bear, 
Their Species no where to be found but there, 
And may be deem'd, by e'ery curious Mind, 
The greateſt Wonder of the feather'd Kind. - 
Their ſhining Plumes are white, beyond compare, 5 
To humane Eyes, their Bodies fat and fair, 7 | 
As large as Pheaſants, but as light as Air, b 8 | 


I thus ſurvey d and ponder'd with delight, 
The Works of Heav'n, amazing to my ſight; 
The reſtleſs Seas preſenting to my View, 
Each Moment, ſome dire Object that was new, 
Which breaking thro' the Surface of the Main, 
Glar'd at the Bark and then plung'd down ain; 5 
Whilſt I, to ſuch tremendous Forms unus d. 


Bend- 


1 


A . ets "1 n 


(5) 

Bending, with humble Reverence, each Though, 
On that great Ron whe had CT” 

wrought ; 
Till Thetis Arms exnbrac'd the drowning * 
And ſnatch d him from che bluſhing Horizon, 
Which, for a Time, retain d, in golden Streams, 
A fading Tincture of his fiery Beams ; 
Till he black Goddeſs of infernal N ight, 
Who, on her ſable Wings purſues the Light, 
Came flying, midſt a ſullen Cloud, in haſt, _—_ 
Which, to the Eaſt, expanded from the Weſt; 
Then, ſtretching her nocturnal Pinions forth, 
Shadow d the rolling Seas, from South to North; 
That, in a Trice, the mighty Space grew dark, 
Nor could our Eyes behold one ſtarry Spark, 
But all above, was ſo depriv'd of Light, 
That to look upwards was to doubt of Sight; 
For when to darkneſs, ſo mtenfe, confin'd, 
Our Eyes, tho healchful, in effect are blind; 
Night, in full Pow'r, does ev'ry Objettt skreen, | 
The World to us ſeems nothing, when unſcen. 


— 


No ſooner had the Night, to our furprifs,” - 7 
Thus, in her deepeſt Mourning, cloath' d the Sies, 
That not one glim'ring Meteor could appear, 
Or Star, within the diſmal Hemiſphere, 


But 


(6) Y 
But bluſtring Boreas,: rowzing in the North, 
In anger ſent his reſtleſs Demons forth, _ , 
Who, ruſhing fiercely from the diſtant Shore, 
Chang d their ſhril Whiſt lings to a frightful Roar, 
And, rending Clouds aſunder, ſoon began 
T' enrage the Billows of the foaming Main. 
Whoſe ſnowy Heads, like Mountain Tops, look d 
White, $73} Lats TET 
And ſtruck, at e ery Claſh, a ſparkling Light, 
Such as oft flys from the ſwift Courſer's Feet, 7 
As rudely gallop'd thro' the ſtony Street, « 
When Flint and Steel with ſudden Violence meet. 


Contending Waves, now, hiſs d amid'ſt their Jarrs, 
As if ten Thouſand Snakes had been at Wars, 
And, at each guſt that Zolus let fly, 

Mounted their frothy Heads, full Top-maſt high : 
The Seas, thus ſwelling with tumultuous Rage, 
Did on all Sides our tumbling Bark engage, 
And made her, at each bold tremendous Stroak, 
_ Twiſt her ſtiff Planks, and tremble at the Shock; 
The frighted Sailors, at the Storm a-ghaſt, | 
Lowr'dthe furl'd Canvaſs of each lofty Maſt, 
And, better to reſiſt the Ocean's Spight, 

Let drop the Yards from their accuſtom'd height, 


I : That 


, 


it 


, 


R . 


ö 


N 


All ſhud' ring at the Waves that ſtorm'd our Prow, 


(63) 
That the tall Pines might ſtand the more ſecure, * 
And, "wth 1 Harm, the dn rous Winds endure. 


in me fad Plighr, wich "BY we battl d Force, 
Negirding more our Safety than our Courſe; 
The ſturdy Boatſwain ſwore, the Chaplain pray d, 
But till the Tempeſt no abatement made: 
The Billows ſtriking Fire, the Danger ſhew'd, 
And growing Fears our fading Hopes purſu d; 


And wich reſiſtleſs Rage broke o er our Bow, _ 

Rolling a- midſhip, fore and aft, to find 
Their native Seas, from which they were disjoin ds, 
Fill creeping thro” the Scuppers, then, at length, 
Rally d our Ship again wich double Strength,  . 


Reſolv'd we never more ſhould ſee the Shore. 
So, when a bold Detachment ſtorms a Town, 
But proves too weak to make the ſame their N 
When beaten back, their Fortitude to ſhow, ,:. 
Th' augen A Force and re-artack . F — 


But our r bold — who n food, 
Commanding what he thought moſt ſafe and — 
Deſpis'd the Fury of the threat ning Waves, 
And with heroick Courage warm'd his Slaves. 


(3) 
So, che brave Chief, not fearing to be lain, 
Faces Death's Meſſengers with proud Diſdain, 


And chears his ſweating Troops won" the fatal( 


Plain. 
ue my Lads, pump briskly, he would cry, 
Then roar out, Hard-a-Weather, by and by. 
Hard up, I ay; Z---s give her all you can: 
Well done, my Lad, thou fteer'ſt her like a Man. 
She Boxes bravely, though the Sea runs high; 


But, Heav'ns be prais'd, no threatning Shore is nigh. 


Ne er fear, but Courage take, my Hearts of Gold; 

Go ſee what depth of Water's in the Hold - 

What ſay my Lads, are all things ſafe below? 

Yea, yea; that's well; we've a tite Ship I know. 

Be brisk, my Boys, we've nothing yet amiſs, ' © 

She's work'd through . a greater Storm than 
— — 


Thus, giving ebener to his active Slaves, 
With mountingKeel we climb'd the ſwelling Waves, ; 
The ſturdy Bark, contending as ſhe fled, 

With the proud Billows that affail'd her Head, 
Did bravely their united Pow'r divide, 
And box'd her briny Foes from Side to Side. 


So 


Streams of ſwift Lightning darted through the Air, 


(9) 
So; the couragious Bull with curling Creſt, 
When by his dub-nos'd Enemies oppreſt, 
Boldly deſpiſing their confederate Force, 
Does, with his active Horns, his Foes diſperſe. 
4 
At length the Winds with greater Violence blew, 
And the rude Ocean more tempeſtous grew; 


And rolling Thunder eccho'd from afar : 

The ſullen Clouds did in their turns gape wide, 
And breath'd their ſubtle Flames from Side to Side; 
Which, as they ſwiftly paſs'd, hiſs d round the Bark, 
Then vaniſh'd from our Sight and left us dark. 

So, the diſdainful Nymph her Mask withdraws, 
And, with a ſudden glance, her Lover awes; 

Juſt throws her Lightning at his wond'ring Eyes, 
Then juts away, and leaves him in ſurprize. 


As through the tow'ring Seas we cut our Way, 
Involv'd in darkneſs, praying loud for Day; 


Young ſporting Whales around the Veſſels play d, : 
And, through their Gills, a hollow groaning made: 

Caſt up their Spouts into the thickning Air, 

And plow'd the angry Surges here and there; 

All ſeeming, by their fiery Heads, to bode 


Approaching Miſchiefs when they roſe and blow'd: 
| B Then 
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| 610) 
Then bolting through the Waves, they made us feel 
The jarring Strokes they gave the fturdy Keel, 
That the whole Veſſel trembled at the Shock, 
As if we'd ſtruck upon ſome fatal Rock. 


Porpus in Numbers revel'd in the Dark, 


And, rolling by our fides, admired the Bark: 
Their ugly Form, tho Night, we could deſcry 
By the fierce Liglitning, darted from the Sky. 


Sometimes they'd ſport upon each foaming Wave, 


Pleas d with the Flaſhes which the Heavens gave, 
As if the finny Monſters meant to warm 
Their frigid Noſes in the fiery Storm. 

So, Batts and Owls, who ſhun the ſolar Light, 
Expand their pointed Wings and rove by Night; 
In frightful Tempeſts join their Mates and fly, 
With greateſt Pleaſure when the Wind's moſt high, 


The jarring Elements ſtill fiercer grew, 
And all things ſeem'd more dreadful to our View : 
The angry Seas their utmoſt Envy ſhow d, 
And every Cloud its flaming Sulphur throw d; 
As if contending Gods had been at Wars, 


And that the Heavens were ruffled with their Jars -- 


For as we toſs d, we trembled wich the Fright 
Of diſmal Darkneſs, or tremendous Light. 


Nocturnal 
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(37) 
Nocturnal Horrors did the Globe imbrace, 

| | And dire Confulion fil the cloudy Space. 

Ihe blazing Darts encounter d with the Wind, 

Aygd Bolts of Thunder follow'd ſtill behind; 
For as the pointed Lightning hiſſing flew, 
A dreadfyl Clap did ev'ry Flaſh purſue. | 
So, Death's loud Engines we ſo oft imploy, 9 
By whoſe Gift Balls ſuch valiant Members die, C 
Fixſt ſpit cheir Fire, then Eccho through the Sky. | 4 


Ihe Seas in Mountains did themſelves divide, 
And threatning Graves look d deep on ey'ry Side. 
Sometimes in liquid Vales we rolling lay, 
And then thro' briny Alps we cut our Way; 
Sinking from thence tow rds Neæntune s Palace down, 
| As if transfer d into ſome World unknown. 
Then, climbing watry Hills, aroſe as high, 
As if our Top- maſt touch d the dusky Sky. 
Thus through the frightning Danger did we ſteer, 
All lab'ring in the Storm twixt Hope and Fear; 
Humbly imploring, that the Gods would ſave 
Our trug ling Veſſel from each threat ning Wave, 
Which ſpir d aloft, and with impetuous Rage, 
Its foaming Neighbours fiercely did engage; 
And l yet no ſooner were their Wars begun, | 
But many join'd their claſhing Heads in one; 


As 


(12) 
As if they only joſsled with delight, 
And, like true Lovers, quarrel'd to unite. 
So, Accidents oft raiſe a ſudden Strife, | 
Twixt the fond Husband and the am'rous Wife; 
Who, in a Trice, conclude their verbal War, 
And hug the cloſer when their Jars are o'er. 


The Storm encreas'd, as did our trembling Fears--* 
Till our beſt Hopes were in our Pray'rs and Tears. 
Fierce Hurricanes in powerful Guſts affail'd 1 
The tumbling Bark, till all our Courage fail'd, 
Except the Captain's, who undaunted ſtood, 

And, with a Look ſerene, the Danger view'd : *' 
Whilſt ſtormy Winds encreaſing till their Force, 
Enrag d th' aſpiring Waves from bad to worſe, 

And by the Demons of the Air impowr'd, 
Wrung the tall Maſts and brought em to the Board, 
Whoſe lofty Heads had oft in triumph ſtood, 

Whilſt dying Mortals ſtain'd their Sides with Blood. 
When ſhow'rs of Bullets flew like April-hail, | 
From Foes that ſtorm'd our floating Citadel. 

But now the tow'ring Pines, which long had _ 
Their ſpreading Canvas, were to ſhivers torn, 
And by the Tempeſt ſtript of ev'ry Sail, 

Bow d their ſtiff Necks and crackl'd as they fell. 
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(23) ; 
So the ſtout Oak ſuſtains, we often find, 
The Force of Thunder, and the Rage of Wind ; 
Till Storms more violent, do at laſt confound 
The yielding Plant, and rend it to the Ground; 
Whoſe ſturdy Arms, and ſolid Trunk had ſtood, 
For Ages paſt, the Wonder of the Wood — 


Now through the claſhing Seas the roving Hull, 
Unrig'd, unmaſt'd, and diſrob'd of all 
Her uſeful Tackle, cut her doubtful Way, 
And ſtill furviv'd her dangerous decay: 
Whilſt our bold Captain chear'd each fainting Slave, 
And by his own Example made them brave. 
Thus the great Mind with Chriſtian Courage bleſt, 
Will nobly with impending Fate conteſt ; | 
On Heav'n and his own Fortitude rely, 
Scorning to yield whilſt able to defy. 


But ſtill the dreadful Tempeſt did encreaſe, 

Nor wou'd the roaring Winds their Fury ceaſe; 
But blow'd ſo fiercely, ſhifting here and there, 
As if infernal Demons fill'd the Air, 
And that proud Luci, to Rebellion given, 
Prompted by Envy and by Malice driven, 
Had led his helliſh Troops once more to War wi 

Heayen, 


The 


| | (14) 
| The trembling Crew now, ſhock'd with freſh 
| | | | | 
| | Began t expreſs their Fears in doleful Cries : 
| | Some to their Prayers in humble Poſtures fell, 
F: As if the Clouds had rung their Paſſing-bell: 
| | Others more hardy, tho' amaz'd they ſtoad, ' 
F |: Vet with leſs dread the horrid Danger view'd. 4 
Some at the Pump their ſturdy Armsemploy'd, | 
And did with Pains, impriſon'd Waters void; 
Diſcharging back to the imperious Main, 6 
| The captive Brine we in the Storm had ta'en. 
| Ochers quite deſtitute of Senſe or Grace, 
| Thoughrleſs of preſent Death, or future Place, 
1 Like frighted Brutes, ſtood roaring in the Ark, 
And curs d the Winds that had unrig'd the Bark. 
i So loſing Gameſters when with Paſſion drunk, 1 
| 0 Some pray to Fortune, others damn the Punk. 5 
| 
| 


Thus Neptwune's Sons their various Humours had, 
Some mute with Terror, others raving Mad : 
But the moſt wicked ſeem'd the leaſt diſmay'd, 
| Diſcharging helliſh Oaths at thoſe that pray d. 
| So groaning Mortals, who on Death- beds lie, 
| Make different Ends, and as they lid they die. 


The 


„ 
The churiy Boatfwain, buſsled fore and aft, 


Now rav d and damn d, and then a Dram he quaff d, 
With knotted Hemp, reviv d the flothful Back, 
That each, in turn, his Trig at Helm might take; 
Driving the drowſy Slaves from ſleepy Eaſe, 

I' attend the threatning Dangers of the Seas; 
Cut down the Hammocks where the Lubbers lay, 
And made them labour to deſerve their Pay 
Strain'd his hoarſe Voice at every Fault he found, 
And doom'd them to be hang d inſtead of drown'd ; 
Kept all above Deck in a Time of Need, 

That none, thro' Sloth, might be from Duty freed, 
Baut in their ſeveral Stations ready ſtand, 

* To inſtantly obey their Chief's Command. 
Some ponder d upon Fate they hop'd to ſhun, 
Diſputing what was ſafeſt to be done — 
Winching at Waves, they did with Dread behold, 
As o'er our Hatches, they in Triumph rowl'd. 

So Troops, tho' valiant, when their Foes appear, 
In trembling Files, behold the Danger near, 
Their General's Orders with impatience wait, 
Some hoping Conqueſt, others fearing Fate. 


Still claſhing Billows into Mountains ſwell'd, 
Which our ſad Eyes on e ery fide beheld ; 


The 


( 16 ) 
The gaping Clouds {till darting forth new Light, 
That ſhew'd the dreadful Perils of the Night; 
Huge liquid Iflands broke upon our Bow, 
And did with rapid Force our Decks o'erflow : 
Run fore and aft, as if defign'd our Graves, 
And rowl'd from Stem to Stern in curling Waves, 
Clean waſh'd the Deck, and then by flow degrees, 
Stole thro' our Skuppers and rejoin'd their Seas: 
Yet ſtill we liv'd by Providence divine, 
Tho' angry Neptune pickl'd us in Brine. 
A greater God preſerv'd us from the Main, 
And, tho' we drown'd a-while, we roſe again: 
Then like pale Convicts pardon'd by the State, 
We bleſs d the Pow'r that diſappointed Fate 
And, pleas'd, we thus ſurviv'd the Danger near, 
Subdu'd with ſudden Joy, our pannick Fear. 


Our Burden now we lighten'd by degrees, 
And, with our wealthy Lading, brib'd the Seas, 
That each triumphant Wave which o'er us run, 
Might be depriv'd thereby, of Pow'r todrown ; 
For as the floating Bark leſs Water drew, 
More fafely o'er the liquid Hills we flew ; 
And from the diſmal Valleys of the Main, 
Mounted aloft with greater Eaſe again, 


50 


4 4 


7) 
So the Land- Robber when he gets a Prize, 
And finds it weighty, as in haſte he flys; 
If cloſe purſu d, he drops the heavy Purſe. 
To ſave his N N * favouring his 1. 


The 1 aer that we thus furvi d, 
As if God Neptune thought us too long-liv d, 
With raging Force, the trembling Crew diſmay' d, 
And rent the Boltſprit from che Veſſel's Head; 
The angry Ocean ſtriving to obtain 
By Piecemeal, what at once it could not gain: 
This freſh Diſaſter caus d a ſudden Cry, 0 
As if our Hopes were ſunk, and Death was nigh. 
A dire Confuſion thro' the Ship aroſe, 
And penitential Sighs were mixt with Oaths. 
Some to Almighty Fove their Pray'rs apply'd, 
Some for their diſtant Wives and Childrenery'd: 
Others exempt from any ſign of Fear, 
Seem'd boldly to diſpute the Danger near. 
Juſt ſo in Battle, where the War-horſe pants, 
The Hero bluſters and the Coward faints — 


The brave Commander ſtill maintain'd his ground 
No ſhews of Terror in his Looks were found; 
No cowardly Faulters in his Speech betray'd, 
His manly Courage in the leaſt decay'd; 
C But 
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| (18) 

But on the Rolling-Deck undaunted ſtood, | 
Braving the Danger, as a Hero ſhou'd: © 
« Chear up, My Hearts, the god-like Monarch ery 4, 
« In ſpite of Winds we ſtill in ſafety ride. 

« What tho' the Shrouds are from the Gunnels torn, 
« And to the Deck our lofty Maſts are born, 

« The Boltſprit ſhiver'd from her tatter d Head, 
« And on the raging Winds our Sails are fled ; % 
« Yet, by Fove's Providence, we live and ſwim, - ' Wc 
« And ſhall not periſh whilſt we truſt in him. 
« Be brisk, my Lads, I hope the Worſt is paſt, 
« For Storms like this, too violent are to laſt, 
Good Heavens be prais d, our Hull is tite and ſound; 
« Chear up, and take a Cup of Comfort round; 

« Go, Boy, with the beſt Brandy fill a Cann, 

« And hand a moderate Dram roev'ry Man. 

ce The Moon that bears Dominion o'er the Sea, 

« And rules the Waves, muſt near her rifing be; 

« When ſhe appears, the Demons of the Night 

« That vex the Winds, will vaniſh from her Light. 
The Clouds begin to open in the Eaſt, 

Our raging Foes, e're long will be at reſt, 

« And all the mid-night Spirits fly to ſhun 

e The lucid Splendor of the limpid Moon; 

« For the mad Goblins who in darkneſs dwell, 

* When Light approaches, ſeek their native Hell ; | 
« Therefore, 


(19) 

Therefore, my Lads, be vigilant and bold, 

« And pump with Courage, till you clear the Hold; 
« For if no unſeen Danger lurks below, 

Aloft, we fear no ſtormy Winds that blow: 

To doubt Joe's Goodneſs is a high Offence, 

© He's always ſafe that truſts in Providence. 
The Brave, by Courage, Fortune's Frowns abate, 

© Whilſt fainting Cowards haſten on their Fate. 


d. 


| As Light approach'd, the joſsling Clouds began 
To dra their Sluces, and diſcharge their Rain; 
In weighty Show'rs the piercing Waters fell, 
Shot down by Thunder, and commixt with Hail, 
That on che ſlippery Decks we quaking ſtood, 
Dreading a ſecond univerſal Flood. 
The icey Stones like Bullets from on high, 
Did, with ſharp Violence, in our Faces fly ; 
Caus'd by their ſudden Stroaks a pricking ſmart, 
Tormenting, as they fell, each tender Part. 
Sometimes in haſty Squalls the Rains were thrown, 
And by tempeſtuous Winds upon us blown; 
Which, as we totter'd on our rolling Decks, 
Drip'd from our ſpungy Locks and numb'd our 
Necks: | 


a 
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(20) 
Nor did the Show rs in n! but ine come 
down, | 
As if the reſtleſs Seas ſo proud were grown, 
That quite diſdaining of the Land's embrace, 
T' had broke their Bounds, and climb'd the 1 
Space, 
For falling Rivers join'd the Sond Main, 
And tho' we liv'd on Brine, we drown'd in Rain. 4 


But when the ſtormy Heav'ns, in eager Wars 
Had ſpent their Thunder, and appeas'd their Jars, 
And Clouds their liquid Stores had diſembogu'd, 
Which in their ſmoaky Arms they long had hug'd; 
The ſpangl'd Roof did, to our Joy, appear, 

And here and there, twixt flying Skuds, look d clear; 


 Theeaſtern Sky produc'd a pleaſing Light, 


And; from the approaching Moon, grew calm and 
white, 

Whoſe palled Rays each Moment brighter ſhone, 

As the fair Goddeſs climb'd the Horizon; 

Till ſtarting up at laſt thro' diſtant Seas, 

She did the Ocean's Fury ſoon appeaſe; 

As if ſhe came, with utmoſt ſpeed, to fave 

Diſpairing Mortals from a watery Grave. 

Like zealous Per/ians we ador'd her Light, 

Bleſt the bright "es and glory d in her ſight, 
Waek 


me 


loſe 


Were bound, by the Decree of Fate, to ſhun 


(21) | 
Whoſe peaceful Looks, by ſome celeſtial Charm, 
Soon quell'd the Rage of the declining Storm; 
Repell'd the Winds, and looking down in ſtate, 

Did, with calm Smiles, the ſwelling Waves abate; 
Thus, by her influence, were the Heavens clear d, 
That o'er our Heads no threat ning Cloud A : 
As if Night-ſpirits, when they ſporting riſe 
Between the reſtlefs Ocean and the Skies, 


The pale-faced Moon, as Ghoſts the riſing Sun. 
Such Pow'r has Beauty, that each hurtful Sprite, 
Flies from her Charms, as Bats and Owls from Light. 


Thus all the jarring Elements were tam'd 
And Peace between the Winds and Seas proclaim'd; 
Thankſgivings now ſupply'd the room of Prayers, 
And ſudden Joy purſu'd our flying Fears. 
Our curdl'd Blood, by dying Thoughts congeal d, 
And from its uſual Courſe by Frights repell'd, 


Reſum' d its native Warmth, and now began 


To force its Paſſage thro each frozen Vein: 


The Sailors their deſpairing Looks adjourn'd, 


And their late Terrors into Gladneſs turn d: 
A pleaſing Hope fare ſmiling on their Brows, 
And the calm Proſpect did their Spirits rouze ; 


That 


(22) 


That as the World (now paſʒ d the dreadful Scene) 


Appear'd as if t ad freſh created been. 
So every Man, delighted with the View, 


Seem'd, by his Aſpect, chang d to ſomething new. 


Made light of all the dreadful Flurries paſt, 
And join'd their Hands to raiſe a Jury-Maſt ; 
Repair'd their Sails that in confuſion lay, 

And for the next good Haven ſteer d away. 
When thus the angry Demons of the Air 
Were fled, and all look'd promiſing and fair, 
A noble Bowle the merry Mortals ſlung, 
And, as they work d the Veſſel ſip d and ſung. 
So the Wood-Choiriſters in Wind and Rain, 
With drooping Heads ſit full of Fear and Pain; 
But when the Violence of the Storm is o er, 
And the Sun- beams a pleaſing Calm reſtore, 
They clap their Wings for Joy, and warble as before. 


5 


* 


T H E 


Contemplative Angler. 


Freer 
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Contemplative Angler. 


H. beauteous doep the azure Skies ap- 

How bright the Sun, and — ſerene 
the Air! 

How green and pleaſant are each flow'ry Mead, 

Where teeming Nature does her Beaueyſpread 

How the calm Streams in ſoft Meanders glide, - 

And, whiſpering, kiſs the Oſiers as they ſlide 

Wirth what ſubmiſſion do the verdant Weeds, 

Upon the Surface, bow their humble Heads; 

And, pointing downwards, as the Waters flow, 

Seem to direct which way the Stream ſhould go! 

How bleſt do all things — Z-—ds a jolly Bite, 

E faith I've loft him — pox of Fortune's Spite. 

thought him once my own, but now he's gone; 

What a damn'd Fool was I to ſtrike ſo ſoon, 


Sn | 


(26) 
He was a thumping Devil by his Weight; 
A Murrain take him, he has gorg'd the Bait; Q 
This Hooks too ſmall to hold a Fim ſb great: 8 
Have at thee, finny Friend, once more Ill try, 
There's a freſh Worm to tempt thy longing Eye; 
But if thy Jaws are prickt then farewel Fiſh, 
I n&'er ſhall fee thee butter'd in my Diſh; 


For Fiſh, once wounded, from the Hook retire, 


As the burnt Child futurely dreads the Fire. 


4 


How fertile are the Banks on which I ſtand! yp” 
With Flowers adorn'd by Nature's generous Hand! 
How kindly they defend the neighbouring Grounds, i}. 
And keep the ſwelling Floods within their Bounds: WF 
Whilſt fleeting Flocks upon their Edges graze, 

And, with cool Herbs, prolong their happy Days. 
How good is bounteous Heaven, to beſtow 

Such Mercies on his Creatures here below ! 

O bleſs me! what a ſwinging Jack is there; 

Oh! that I had my Trolling-line or Snare. 

What a dull thoughtleſs Fool was I, to come, 
Thus, Bungler like, and leave my Tools at home: 
Sure my croſs Stars with F ortune's Frowns unite; 
What a rare Supper ſhall I loſe this Night! 
Ns, I cou'd leap upon thee, and beſtride 
Thy brawny Back, and, like Orion, ride. 

How 


(67 
How quick he's fled, as if the Rogue could hear 
My murmuring Threats, and ſhot away for fear. 
It's well thou'rt gone, or I'd have found ſome way 
7 To'ave ſtopt thy Journy, and have forc'd thy ſtay, 
For thou art grown to ſuch a large extent, 
That Butter ought to be thy Element. 


Doe 


hleſs me!] what Flights of Starlings tow'r aloft, 
And how the Pidgeons cover yonder's Croft! 
15 What ſhame it is they ſhou d in triumph feed, 
And, to the Farmer's Wrong, devour his Seed. 
= Had I my Gun, I'd wiſh no fairer Sight; 
What ſlaughter could I— Wounds a Bite, a Bite. 
Tue miſt again; but this Loſs is not much, | 
2 'Twas but a Minnoe or a puny Roch: 
Some nibling Fry that ſcarce could fink the Float, 
Not worth the Dreſſing if it had been caught: 
Tis true, tho' ſmall, a Dozen of ſuch Fiſh 
Might have been us d for garnith round the Diſh; 
But let him go, T've time twixt this and Night 
To fill my Bags with Thumpers, if they Bite. 
Not that Ill be fo proud to ſcorn the Leſs, 
Ihe puny Fry the Number will encreaſe; % 
For what we Anglers murder, ſmall or great, 
We always count by Dozens, not by Weight. 


Now 
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(28) 
Now for a Carp of eighteen Inches long 
Til ſhow him ſport — I know my Tackle ſtrong. 


E're now, with this ſame ſingle Hair and Rod, 
T've weigh'd a Carp as luſty as a Cod. 
Hold — I believe I ſtretch a little there; 
However, twas a monſtrous Fiſh I'll ſwear : 
I'm ſure it din d full twenty Men at leaſt, 
And was eſteem'd a very ſumptuous Feaſt; 
Nay, there was more than all the Gueſt could eat, 
But 'twas, indeed, help'd out with Butcher's Meat, 
How ſoft and ſweet does yonder Skie-lark ſing, 

As up aloft ſhe towers upon the Wing! | 
The Glories of the Sun delight her Eyes, 

And make her, from her Net, in triumph riſe: 
But now ſhe to her utmoſt Pitch is flown, 

She ſtops her Note and drops in filence down. 

So the proud Favourite that aſpires at Court, 
Smiles as he riſes, at the neather Sort ; 

But ſoaring on, too prodigal of Flight, © 
Diſrob d of Pow r, he pitches from his Height. 


How brisk and gay — ad'ſheart my Float is 

” drown, | 
Now for a Fiſh that weighs at leaſt a 1 

Pox on't, tis a Ground- bite; my Line is loſt; 
Was ever Man with more ill Fortune croſt ? 


gat, 
eat. 


at 1 


"y 29) 
A Murtain take thoſe Weeds that lurking lie, 


The curling Surface hid them from mine Eye: 
This ugly Loſs forebodes no good Succeſs, 
Tho' I've more Lines to help me in Diſtreſs; 
But Ill remove from hence to yonder Nook, 
And not ſplit twice upon one fatal Rock. 

So — let me ſee — Ay, this I think will do! 
Here's a fine Shade, and a deep Water too. 
This is a likely Place as Heart can wiſh ; 
The Devil's in't if here I catch no Fiſh. 
There I he well, if Fortune be but kind, 

I'll ſhow her Sport altho' the Gypſy's blind. 
When in one Place, we've Diſappointments found, 
Tis Wiſdom for a Man to change his Ground. 


How kindly does this ſhady Willow ſpread, 
And from the ſcorching Sun defend my Head : 
Sure 'tis ſome Daphne chang'd into a Tree, 

To fave her Beauty from Pollution free, 

And that ſhe might, by being turn'd to Wood, 
Eſcape the Fury of ſome luſtful God. 

Oh that I had my Mariana here! 

With what Delight could 1 embrace my Dear! 
Who could a more ſecure Retirement find? 
The Place by Nature ſeems for Love deſign d. 


Ln 


No 


(3) 
No envious Eye could interrupt our Joys; 
What amorous Pair could make a ſafer Choice? 
None but the Gods and ſilent Fiſh could ſee, 
What paſt berwixrt the bluſhing Nymph and me. 
Oh! that T had her ſtrugling in my Arms, 

How kindly could I warm her melting Charms: 
By Hugs and Vows decoy the pretty Fool, 

And fiſh for Joy in Love's delightful Pool. 

But this alas, is but an idle Dream, 

Rais'd by the lulling Whiſpers of the Stream, 
Whoſe pleaſing Murmurs do my Soul inſpire 
With gentle love, and kindle fond Defire. 
DEI: © 723 | 


A Bite, a fwinging Bite — a Pox of Love — 
Well ſtruck — he's mine — I have him faſt, by Jove. 
I dare not weigh him; he's fo big, I fear 
He'll map my Line; tis but a ſingle Hair. 

Hang it, I'll try: Now Fortune give me Luck: 
Ad'{death he's ſhear'd my Line, and gorg'd my 

Hook. 6 

He was a bouncing Rogue; ſo monſtrous big, 

He roll'd about and tumbled like a Pig. 

Nouns! that my Tackle thus ſhould let him go; 

Fortune's a Whore to tantalize me ſo. 

What Man can fuch a Loſs with Patience bear, 
Such curſed Luck wou d make a Parſon ſwear. 

88 , Thi 


(31) 
This is a fretting Plague, a double Hurt; 
T've loſt at once my Booty and my Sport. | 
My Hooks and Lines are gone, I'm ruin d quite, 
Juſt as the Perch and Trout begin to Bite: | 
Had it not been for this confounded Fiſh, 
I'm ſure I ſhould have kill'd a noble Diſh. 
Beſides, my Wife may loſe her Longing byt, 
I told her ſhe ſhould Sup of Fiſh to Night; 
And ſince I've none to carry home, I fear 
She'll think, poor Girl, I had em dreſt elſewhere : 
So teaze herſelf that I ſhould prove unkind, 
And, with her own Miſtakes, diſturb her Mind — 
However, I have one Reſerve at laſt, 
To fave my Credit and delight her Taſt ; 
TII to the Miller ſtep, for a ſmall Sum 
He'll caſt his Net, and ſend me loaded home : 
For he who diſappoints a Longing-Wife, 
Adds Thorns and Briars to a Marry'd-Life; 
For Wives or Miſtreſſes, we daily find, 
Nolonger than they're humour'd will be kind. 


* . , * 
* 
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OR, THE 


Tumultuous Cavalcade, &c. 


When Fools in Politicks were dabbl ing, 
And naves of noChurch werePreten ders 
o be Religion s beſt Defenders; 3 

Till boaſted Zeal had i in Reality | 
Expung'd all Vertue and Morality, EY 
And Faith, ſo much eRteeni'd of Old, 
Vas made a Stalking. Horſe to Gold; = 
That all Sides, tho they ſeem'd to differ | 
About ſome nice religious 1 


I N Times of Libelling and Squabbling, 


et in the min agreed to pray 3 
Like modern Sints) the gainfulf way, 
Who to their Int'reſt and their Eaſe 


Conform their tender Conſciences, 
A2 J  Hold- 


* 


And never will have done pretending 


(4) 
Holding it ſinful to be ſerving 
The LORD in any Cauſe that's ſtarving; 
Taking at all Times ſpecial heed 

To pray as cunning Lawyers plead ; 

That is, but lightly, when they find 


 Heayv'n does not fee them to their Mind, 


In theſe Fanatick Times there reign'd 
A QUEEN that did the Faith defend, 
Of all Her Sex the very beſt, 

Yet greatly injur'd and oppreſt 
By Faction and her envious Brood, 
Who find moſt Fault with what's moſt Good, 


To mend, alas, what needs no Mending, 
Tho', like dull Critick, or Tranſlator, 
They make Things worſe, inſtead of better; 
Yet have the Vanity the while 
To think they're bright ning what they ſpoil * 
Oer this Enthuſiaſtick Race 

Of Saints, and others full as baſe, 


B35 


EB] 
The Beſt of Ladies was appointed 
By Heav'n to rule, as GO Ds Anointed. 
Happy were all in ſuch a QUEEN, 
Or ſo, at leaſt, they might have been, 
Had they but had the Senſe to ve known 
The Vertues that poſſeſs'd the Throne: 
But thro' Ingratitude or Blindneſs, 

Ill Uſe was made of all Her Kindneſs, 
And groundleſs Faults, by wicked Men, 
Reſlected falſly on Her Reign; | 
Tho' mighty Favours She had flung 

On faithleſs Friends that did Her Wrong, 
And always was the moſt betray'd, 

By Minions that Herſelf had made; 

As if Ingratitude at Court 

Was thought no Crime in any Sort, 

And Treachery from Time to Time 

The Courtier's only Way to climb. 


Among the crafty Crew of Great 
Pretenders to the Tricks of State, 
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JT attend their Sov'reign, and to guard Her; 


Who rais'd him from the Ground long fince, 


\-|CEJ 


Who waited round the Throne, in order 


There was a Noble Fighting Lord, 
Whoſe Deeds, not only of the Sword, 

Have in our Gazettes been recorded, 

As well as laviſhly rewarded, 

But all his Vertues, by the Mouth 

Of Fame, been ſpread from North to South; 
His faithful Service to his Prince, 


And ſav'd him from the gaping Waves, 
When Hundreds made the ſame their Graves; 
The wond'rous Courage that he ſhew'd, 

As well as Love and Gratitude 

To his kind Maſter, in ſuch Times, 

When Men grew Mighty by their Crimes, 
And when he wanted Friends that durſt 
To've done their Beſt, and ſtood the Worſt, 
SuchFriends as would have ventur d their Skins 
Againſt the Flemiſb Boors in Bear-Skins; ; 
His Juſtice to his Maſter's Daughter, 
Who rais d him up fo High ſoon after, 


And 


C9) 


And made his Part ner, in the Sequel, 
Her Confident; in ſhort, Her Equal, 
And choſe the Try Lord to be 

Her noble Champion Cap- a- pee; | | 
Forgetting quite how wel his G 
Had ſerv d Her Father in Diſtreſs; 
His thankful Gratitude, when Great, 
To Her who rais'd him to his Stat; 
And all his kind Attempts, in vain, 

To eaſe Her of Her Careful Reign: 41 
I ſay, theſe Grateſul, Good Behaviours, : 
In Retribution of Her Favours, 5 


= 
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Accompany ng ſuch pers nal Valour, 
That never yet was tax'd with Failure, 
But wiſely, to a purblind Lord 

Had like to ve ſhewn itſelf at Sword, 
That ev'n the dimneſt Eyes might ſes 
His bold undaunted Bravery; . 

I ſay, ſuch Vertue, ſo much Merit 
Inherent in ſo brave a Spirit, 

Could do no leſs than win the Publick,  . 
And make his pride a little Obliquez 
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(8) 


However, aiming to aſpire 

As high as Monarchy, or higher, 
And fancy'ng he could rule the State, 
As well as Noll of ancient Date, 

By Zara 's Management he reckon d 
To be an Oliver the Second, 
Fore-knowing that his wiſe Directreſs 
Would make an excellent Protectreſs, 
Or prove a very uſeful Wife 

To a Lord General for Life. 

But of a ſudden, all their Hopes 

Are baff'd, and the Project drops; 
Their Royal Miftrefs found em out, 
And ſmelt the Plot they were about, 
Reproach'd th' ambitious Pair together, 
And ſent em packing, God knows whither ;, 
Remov'd Her Sword, obtain d a Peace, 
Reliev'd Her Kingdoms in Diſtreſs; 

And that which vex'd the Faction worſe, 
To ſafer Hands convey'd the Purſe, 

And would have done(had Some been hearty) P 
More Wonders for the Loyal Party; 


But 


/ 


(9) 

Zut as between the Cup and Lip 
Things unforeſcen will often flip, 
So Death was pleas'd to interpoſe 
And gratify the Nation's Foes, 
By cutting ſhort a milder Reign 


Than Faction e er will find again; 

For none that ever rul'd the Roaſt, 

Leſs Eaſe, or greater Fame, could boaſt, 

None labour more for England's Good, 

Repay'd with ſuch Ingratitude; 

Nor QUEEN oer any ſtubborn Race 

Fer ſuffer more, or puniſh leſs; 

But yet no ſooner was it known 

ThatHeav'n had ſnatch'dHer from the Throne, 

But Envy made Her Death her Sport, 

And ſeem d well pleas'd at the Report; 

Whilſt the glad Whigs reform'd their Faces, 

And chang'd to Smiles their late Grimaces, 

Advanc'd their Stocks, cry'd Heavens bleſs her, 

And rung loud Peals to Her Succeſſor, 

Who was proclaim'd, as Princes ought, 

With wondrous Joy, ſurpaſſing Thought; 
{AR B Which 
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Which Tidings flying round, as faſt, 


As Winds and Seas could give 'em haſte, T 
Soon brought. our ſlighted Champion over 3 
F rom Foreign Shelter, back to Dover; A 
Thence moving on in Princely Pomp, , 
Like any Noll, to meet a Rump; 
Till he at length to Town was brought, 4 
Hoping to be the Lord knows what ; 1 
And how. he enter'd London City, a 
Fll tell ye in the following Ditty. 4 
* — 
* 5 
Ihe 1 G 2 P 
A 8 cruel Nero triumph'd o'er x 
: His Lifeleſs Mother heretofore, © 
And ſhamefully expos'd the Womb 0 
That brought the Monſter into Rome; F 
To ſhew their Madneſs much the ſame, N 
Our quondam Champion, and his Dame, *. 
In mighty Pomp, the other Day, T 


Came in t' inſult their Mother's Clay; 


(7x1 ) 
That is, 2 QUEEN, who'd been, in troth, 
A Nurfing-Mother to them both, | 
And made 'em, as 'tis underſtood 
By all the World, more Great than Good. 


- Ao - 
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From Kent, where they diſpens'd their Bountʒ 
To win the Rabble of the County, 

And bribe the Rural Looby-Louts, 

To change their Hiſſes into Shouts, 

They mov'd in ſtate to Kent-Streer End, 
With ſcarce a Follower or a Friend, | 
Beſides the Civil-Liſt our Lord- 

Protector landed from a-Board : 

But here a mottl'd prick-ear'4 Troop 

Of Horſe were drawn in Order up, 
Conſiſting of a factious Crew 

Of all the Sects in Roſz's View, 

From Calvin's Anti- Bubylonians, 

Down to the frantick Mnggletonians 
Mounted on founder d Skins and Bones, 
That ſcarce could crawl along the Stones, 


| | B 2 al 
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 Advanc'd a Erewing Knight, notorious 


(12) 
As if the Round. heads had been robbing 
The Higglers Inns of Ball and Dobbin, 
And all their Skeletonian Tits, 
That could but halt along the Streets: 
The frightful Troop of thin-jaw'd Zealots, 
Curs'd Enemies to Kings and Prelates, 
Thoſe Champions of Religious Errors, 
Looking as if the Prince of Terrors 
Was coming with his diſmal Train, 
To plague the City once again. 


' » 
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Before this inconſiftent Throng, 


In ſolemn Order march'd along, 


A File of Liv'ry Men or two 


On Horſeback, cloath'd in Germen Blue, 
To ſhew the Whigs, that tho' they led em, 
Their Maſters ready were to head 'em, 


Behind theſe blue Dragoons, cut out 
To ſerve on Horſeback, or on F oot, - 


For Actions fooliſh and inglorious, 


4 . 
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© IL 
An excllent Doctor, well as Warder, 
To cure or keep Madmen in Order, 
Or, by ſequeſt ring what they've got, 
To make Men mad, in caſe they're not. 
Nor is this Noble Knight leſs Valiant 
Than any Covent-Garden Gallant, 
But claims a Place among Bravadoes, 
For paying Bills with Baſtinadoes, 
And tearing Notes himſelf has made, 
Before they're ſatisfy d or paid. | 
Beſides, as other Knights have kill'd 
Their Dragon-Foes in open Field, 


And conquer'd Giants, in Defence 


Of Ladies and their Innocence; 

So did our Knight vouchſafe to thwack 

A ſurly Carman's ſturdy Back, 

And prick'd his Thill-Horſe in the Arſe, 
To ſhew himſelf a Son of Mars ; 
Laying him ſprawling on the Ground, 
With one victorious bloody Wound; 
And all, becauſe the Brute, they ſay, 
Refus d to give the Knight the Way. 


: 


us 


(m) 


By Deeds of Proweſs they have done, 
Whilſt other Knights, who fear to face 
Like Dangers, dwindle to Diſgrace. 


Next to the Knight there rode a true- 
Blue Cobbling Proteſtant St. Hugh, 
So call'd, becauſe that Saint is made 
The Leathern Patron of his Trade, 
Whoſe wooden Bones he worſhips more 
Than God, his Church, or Sov'reign Pow'r, 
Or any Thing, except his glorious 
Triumphant Idol, fo victorious, 
Ador'd by all the gentle Craft 
That work in Garrets up aloft, 
As well as Cobbling Sots that breathe 
His Praiſes out in Stalls beneath. 


Next him a famous Southwark Faylor, 
A truſty Whig of equal Valour, 
Rode ſhouting to the hiſſing Crowd, 
And crying Liberty aloud. 


ys 


Altho' 


(15 ) 


Altho' whene'er the Laws o'ercome us, 


. 


His Buſineſs is to keep it from us, 
And Tyrant-like to never grant it, 
Unleſs we pay for't, when we want it. f 
So Rebels, that inflame a Nation, 

Whene'er they riſe, cry Reformationz 

But if they bring their Betters under, 1 
Their whole Religion ends in Plunder, 1 


Saint Luke the Baptiſt next appear d 
Among this wild Republick Herd, 
Who, when the beſt of QUEENS poſleſs' ti 
The Throne, and all the Kingdom bleſsd, ; 
Could talk High-Treafon in his Shop, 
With Tongue more oily than his Soap, 

And wiſh his Firkins turn'd to Barrels 
Of Powder, that by Civil Quarrels, 


The pions Faction might once more 


Subvert the Church and Sov'reign Pow'r, 
And that his zealous Friends and he 
In greater Readineſs might be, 


After 


l | MES ) 


Aſter he'd ſung a Pſalm or Two, 


And pray'd, as he is wont to do, B 
He did with Zeal, and Courage hearty, BA 
Caſt Bullets for the godly Party; A 
Hoping that in a little Time | Ye 
Rebellion would be thought no Crime, O 
And that ſuch Implements once more A 
Might wound the Babylonian Whore. | M 


| But factious Fools are oft miſtaken, 
[ And loſe, inſtead of fave, their Bacon, 


The King of Evil Spirits next 
Appear d, and in his Mouth a Text; 
Who does the Publick double Wrong, 


And poiſons thoſe he gets among, 8 
Both with Geneva, and his Tongue: 


For when he rides the Country round, 
Where Fools and Chaps are to be found, 
He does not only drench and dram em, 


But with his Doctrines damn and ſham em; 
Thus ſells his Spirits, cants and prays, 


And propagates his Trade two ways ; , 
S W\ 


(17) 
Is of their Faith a double Pillar; 

Both Baptiſt- Preacher and Diſtiller; 
Altho' his Cordials with the Saints 

Are ſtronger than his Arguments, 

Yet both intoxicate by Turns, 

One warms their Ears, but rother, burns, 
And makes their Entrails by Degrees 
Much blacker than their Conſciences. 


A canting Scot does next ſucceed, 
Who deals in Hops, that bitter Weed 
A mighty preaching Saint among 
The Southwark Anabaptiſt Throng, 
Regarded highly for his Cunning, 
And all the Shifts thereto belonging; 
Yet cannot keep, for all his Craft, 
The Curſe their murder'd Kings have left 
Upon that ſcabby Race, from fretting 
His Wriſts, which he relieves at Mtn 
By ſcratching, or by Button whetting, © 


C Next 
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Next theſe, an Independent Brother, 
That looks one Way, and rows another, 
The Dung- Boat Captain of a Squadron 

Of Lighters loaded by the Cha'dron, 
And ſometimes at the Lay-Stalls, where 
He's glad to make a Turd his Fare, 

And waft it up the Thames to ſell it 

To th' Gard'ners, who delight to ſmell it, 
And prize it when it's old and mellow, 
As Miſers do their Golden Yellow. 
This Charon of Fanatick Souls, 


Made black by wafting Them and Coals, 4 

Is rev'renc'd highly by the Saints, 1 
Not for his Worth, but Impudence, E 

In daring to blaſpheme the Name K 
And Mem'ry of the Royal DAME, p 

To whom we owe more thankful Praiſe, : 

S Than Heart can wiſh, or Tongue can raiſe, 1 
| | Z 

Next theſe, a Lecturer of Note, 10 


As preaching Scandal to his Coat, 


A buſy 


e. 
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A buſy, prating, factious Prieſt, 

Advanc'd, as joyful as the reſt, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by his Habit holy, 

Tho't gave no Sanction to his Folly, 

But made the wifer Sort believe | 

A Knave was hid in Pudding- Sleeve; 

To Pulpit raisd by Whigs, to ſmother 
The Doctrines of his ſacred Mother, 
And to confound his factious Hearers 
With wiggiſh and fanatick Errors, 259 
Which he hath done with Zeal ſo hearty, 
To curry Favour with his Party, | 
That his whole Pariſh, to his Shame, 

Is nick-nam'd Little Amſterdam; 

Himſelf a prating Good for- nothing, 

A very Wolf in Shepherd's Cloathing, 
Who does his utmoſt Forces bend | 
To wrong the Church he ſhould defend, 
And Caterpillar like, indeed, | 
Deſtroys the Tree by which he's fed. 


C 2 Among 
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Among this wild Fanatick Train, 
Appear d a famous Small- Coal. Man, 
Who does not only ſell his Ware 
Io this and t'other Maiden fair, 
But is the noted'ſt Quack in Town, 
Who boaſts a Noſirum of his own, 


By which alone, thout Wit or Fear, 

He kills his Thouſands in a Lear; 

And when his Talent he employs, 

Beſt pleaſes when he moſt deſtroys, 

And as the Slaughter proves the greater, 
More Credit gains, and thrives the better; 
For Buggy Bedſteds are in chief 

His Patients; and the beſt Relief 

He gives em is by fatal Unction, 

By which he kills without Compunction, 
And in one Night will poiſon more 

Than Warwick-Lane in half a Score. 


The next that did on Horſeback ſtrut 
Among this factious Rabble-Rout; 


Was 
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Was a pert, little, prating, proud, 
Black Mercer, near the Gate of Lud; 
A Preſbyterian by Profeſſion, 
Who rattles with ſuch Indignation 
Againſt the Church, as if his Skull 
Was not of Brains, but Malice full, 
And that he holds no other Faith, 


But what is founded in his Wrath; 

For ſeldom does he break his Silence, 

But with Invet'racy and Violence; 

And ne er can keep his buſy Tongue 

From ill aſſerting what is wrong, 

But makes a Mock, to ſhew his Folly, 

Of all that's Rightful, True, and Holy; 

Is one of Faction's Party-Drums, 

That rattles whereſoe er he comes 3 

At Sam's oft beats up Civil Wars, 

And ſets whole Room: fulls by the Ears; 
But Coward-like has Wit to ſhun | 
Th approaching Danger, when he'as _ 
For rather than be beat, he'll run. 


This 
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This Party-Champion, with ſo fierce 
A Tongue, was mounted on a Horſe 
He'd borrow'd of a Quaking Saint, 
Who loves to drink, as well as cant; 
A Maggot- Monger by his Trade, 
Who has em both in Shop and Head; 
Yet was not ſuch a Zealot neither, 
To mix with Kent: treet Mob, but rather 
Conſented wiſely that his Horſe 
Should add his Preſence to the Farce, 
Altho' his Maſter hung an Arſe. 
Therefore, fince Ananias could not 
Attend the Pomp, or, may be, would not, 
He prov d ſo civil as to ſend | 
His Horſe, and much leſs worthy Friend, 
Hoping two Brutes in ſuch a Train 
Might ſerve inſtead of Horſe and Man, 


Amidſt this pompous Cavalcade, 
The Doctor on his ſpotted Jade 
N ot only made the greateſt: Jeſt, 


But the beſt Show of all the reft ; 
Aer Spurring 
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Spurring into his Horſe new Vigour, 

That both might make the better Figure; 
Attended with his Indian Trump, - 

And Pacquet-Bearer at his Rump; 

One ſounding forth the Victor's Fame, 

In Notes adapted to the ſame, 

Whilſt t'other two ſtrain'd hard to raiſe, 
Their hoarſe flux'd Voices in his Praiſe, 
And made a Conſort ſweeter far, 

That that which terrify'd the Ear 

Of poor Belfegar, when 'twas told him, 

His noiſy Wife was come to ſcold him. 


A broken Leather-Selling Round. head, 
Who for much leſs than Half compounded, 
Was alſo proud, among the reſt, 

To ſhew himſelf upon his Beaſt; 

Tho' moſt Men thought his ill-look'd Perſon 
Diſgracd the Brute he clap'd his Arſe on: 
For ſure no Counter-Catchpole, mounted 

For D Road, with Soul undaunted, 


When 
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When at Cart's-Tail he creeps full flow, 
With Javlin reſted on his Toe, 
Could be more hiſs'd at by the Rout, | 
Or teaz'd by thoſe that rak'd about, | 
Than was our Bankrupt Emiſſary, | 


| | Who ſeem d about the Mouth ſo merry, | 
| l That all Men in his Smiles might ſee, 
i He triumph'd o'er Dead MAJESTY : | 
| . Nay, often has been heard to prate, 
| And ſay, She dy'd three Tears too late: 
Ul A venomous revengeful Cir, \ 
| Who daily does in Publick ſpit | 
| | | More Poyſon whereſoe er he comes, 
Than fifty Toads have in their Gums; 


A Sharper, who has all his Paces 

In Knaviſh Suits, and Bankrupt Caſes; 
Well fitted for ſuch Jobbs, or rather | 
To puniſh Flies, in ſultry Weather, 

For Shiting upon Turky- Leather. 


A famous Brewer next advanc' d 
' Upon a Steed that finely pranc'd; 
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A Horſe well fatted for the Day 
With Goods, inſtead of Oats and Hay; 
Which made his laxative Bumtwizzle 
Oft ſtain the Streets with Brewer's Fizzle, 
And poyſon thoſe that came behind 
With ſomething worſe than ſtinking Wind; f 
As odious as the Rider's Breath, | 
Who.curs'd the QUEEN before Her Death, 
For which, to his eternal Shame, 
He paid Marks Forty for the ſame; 
Yet afterwards was heard to rail, 
And fay, if Curſes could prevail, 
He would be glad at ſuch a Rate 
Io curſe away his whole Eſtate. 

If this be true, as ſome report, 


May he be curs'd for ever for't, . 
Except he does repent at Heart! 


The next an Independant Wizard, 
With Face more frightful than a Vizard, 
Who deals, to pleaſe our Engliſh Jews, 
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Fa flily, awkwardly, and oddly 
Oft hands Geneva to the Godly, 


For often Riding out on Cock horſe, 


Ed 


Who bleſs it Twenty times a Day, 

And ſuck it up as Hogs do Whey; 

Whilſt Brother Sainr, the pious Hoſt; 

In Chimney-Corner takes his Poſt, 

There preaches Lectures in the Praiſe 

Of Cromwell, and thoſe Good-Old-Days, 
And ſwears, could he believe his G ce 
Would rule as well in tother's Place, 
He'd be the firſt that ſhould endeavour 
With Sword and Gun to bring him thither, 


Thus does he prate and ſmoak all Day, 
Till he at length has bak d his Clay 
To Cruſt, and by his funking dy'd 
His Skin into an Indians Hide, 


Another, that ſucceeds old Towne, ' 


Who choſe to rather hang than drown, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by his Brother Smoakers 


* 
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With other Friends thought fit to mount 
His Steed, to meet the German Count: 
But when he found himſelf drawn up 
Among ſo ſcandalous a Troop, 
Betwixt Great Eaſtcheap and the Leſſer, 
Rememb ring Towne his Predeceſſor, | 
And how he far d, ſneak'd off in time, 
For fear his Zeal might prove a Crime, 
And bring him into ſome Diſaſter 

Too fatal for his Purſe to maſter ; 

So !lipp'd away, and left the reſt 

O'th' Fools to carry on the Jeſt ; 
Smoaking each Morning ſince, to wipe 
The Stain off, a repenting Pipe. 


Next theſe, a Preſbyterian Shot-man, 
In State-Affairs a very hot Man, 
Advanc'd among the Prentice-Boys, 
And prick-ear'd Saints, thoſe Sons of Noiſe, 
Who ſeldom in ſuch Pomp appear 
Elated, but when Danger's near. 
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This rank Republican, and great 
Reformer of the Church and State, 

Altho' he's rich, yet made his Father 

His Porter, or his Pack-Horſe rather, 

And threaten'd oft, (as ſome have heard him) 
In caſe he grumbl'd, to diſcard him ; 

Yet ev'ry Tueſday cram'd a Crew 

Of Pan- tile Parſons, God knows who; 
Whilſt his poor Father, now at Eaſe, 

| Was glad to feed on Bread and Cheeſe : 
For which, and other things as bad, 
Returning from the Cavalcade, 

His Courſer gave him ſuch a Cant, 

That broke the Noddle of the Saint, 
And would have giv'n his Brains a a 
But that had none to hurt or loſe. 


. 


Another of the ſame Perſuaſion, 
Who can conform upon Occaſion, 
And for a place, like other Saints, 
Take any Oaths or Sacraments, 


Without Diſtinction mix d in common; 


19 
Was mounted on a founder d Steed, 
Whoſe Goodneſs like his own lay hid; 
Yet having been a Whig in Pow'r, 


A Trainband Major heretofore, 


He undertook, above the reſt, 


Becauſe he underſtood it beſt, 

To marſhal all the ſcabby Train, 

That he himſelf might lead the Van; 
Wiſely confid'ring, twas not fit 
The Cobler ſhould precede the Knight, 

Or ſaucy Broom-man ride before r 
The Tun- Gut Yi&'ler, or the Brew'r. 

He therefore rang'd 'em to his Mind, 
The Beſt before, the Scrubs behind z 
And tho! it ſcarce prov'd worth his while, 
Reduc'd em into Rank and File. 
But hating Order like the Altar, 
The Zealots ſoon began to falter, 
And all 1th' Minute of an Hour 
Were Helter-Skelter as before; 


Which 


— 


' 


Cmen, 


Knights, Coblers, Brewing 'Squires, and Broom- 
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Which when our Major Bounce beheld; 
Who is in Arms profoundly ſkill'd, 
Tho furniſh'd with as much Aſſurance 
As any Shoplift in hard Durance, 

He was in ſhort aſham'd to lead 'em, 
Therefore choſe rather to ſucceed em; 
So filing off into the Rear, 


He march'd 2s a Lieutenant there, 
The Mob, whoſe Tongues are always free, 


Crying aloud, Th.t's he, that's he, 


Who made brown Mi, is Fame, 
And ne er bord Touch-/; tn tbe ſame, 
So have I heard of a Survey'r, 

Who built a Houſe, for want of Care, 
Three Stories high without a Stair. 


The reft were Hatters, Dyers, Cobblers, 
Mounted on Skeletonian Hobblers, 
Fellows not worth the crazy Tits 
That lamely carr'd *em thro the Streets; 
Juſt ſuch as follow at the Heels 
Of Cx into St. George's Fields, 


When 
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When t'other Side and their Inſtructors 
Cry, No Horſe-killers, no Mad Doctors. 


When this ill-favour'd Troop was paſt, 
Brought up by one who rode the laſt, 
And did like Mr. FINTS look, 
At th End of an old tatterd Book; 
Next theſe ill· mounted Scare-crow Warriors, 
That mov d like Northern Pack-horſe Carriers, 
Advanc'd the Southwark Grenadiers, 
With Rats-Tails tuck'd behind their Ears 
In tall, tremendous Caps, to fright 
The Boys from Laughing at the Sight; 
All cloath'd in Buff, as we ſuppoſe, 
To look more frightful to their Foes, 
With Guns upon their Shoulders, ready 
To guard their Idol, and his Lady; 
In this good Order and Decorum, 
Coaches behind, and Horſe before em, 
Eight Files of Faction, who had ſtript 
Their Rags off, to be thus equipp'd, 


Tom- 


„ 


* 
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ll Ton turd men, Broom-men, Hoſtlers; Porters 

| | Juſt ſtarted from their drunken Qyarters, 
Advanc'd to carry on the Jeſt 
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In Marſhal Pomp, among the reſt; 
Led by an Adamite of Note, 

Who oft in Meeting ſtrains his Throat, 
And tho' ſometimes he wears 2 Sword, 
Can ſay Amen, or ſpread a Id; 

A Whig that does not only trade ; 

In Pſalms, but occupies the Spade, 

And ſerves, for Profit and for Praiſe, 

The Godly, in theſe pious Days, 
With Herbs, as well as Ekes and ys. 
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Nor did he think his Bufl-Appearance, 
With all his Good-Old-Cauſe Adherents, 
Enough to honour him and her, 


Whoſe Preſence made this mighty Stir; 
But he muſt alſo bring his young 
Apprentice, bred to Spade and Dung, 


_—— P 


To make a florid Speech in Meter, 


Compos'd by a Fanatick Teacher, 


In 


I . 


In Praiſe of Quixote and his Dame, 

Who ſtopp'd their Coach, and heard the ſame; 
Giving ave Shillings, as a Token, 

To him, by whom the Words were ſpoken ? 
But had they giv'n as much agen, 

And made the little Sum up Ten, 

They'd prov'd as generous a Pair, 

As the two Kings of Brentford were, 

When they beſtow'd an equal Prize 

Upon the Army i in Diſguiſe; 

And then the Spokeſman might have made _ 
The Anſwer in the Play, and ſaid, 

Thanks 10 you both, we have not ſeen 


So large a Sum the Lord knows when. 


Tho” but one Leader to their Troop, 
They'd two Lieutenants at their Poop ; 
The one an Auabapriſt Vit ler, 

Tother an Independent Stickler, 
By Trade a Tanner, and a great 
Reformer of ths Church and State; 
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The firſt, before he ventur'd out, 
Took Care to line his Skin with Stout, 
That he might prove the more Pot-Valiant, | 
In caſe he met with ſome Aſſailant. 


The other, as he march'd along, 
Stunk of Raw - Hides ſo very ſtrong, 
That the Dogs ſmelt him in the Rear, 
And bark d like Mungrels at a Bear, 


Expreſling at his Arſe ſuch Anger, 


As if they thought their Skins in danger, 


The Curs all knowing well enough 
His Trade, by ſmelling to his Buff, 
And therefore at the Scent took Snuff. 
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Thus the proud Warriors march'd tide 
Surrounded by a noiſy Throng, 


 Huzza'd by all the faftious Brothers, 


But pelted, hiſs'd, and ſcoff d by others, 


Till their Buff-Coats were ſtain d with Badges 


Of Kennel - Dirt, the only Wages 


They 


. 
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They met with from the Loyal Side, 
For hum' ring ſuch inſulting Pride; _ . 
A poor Revenge to ſhew their Spleen 
And Malice to a Lifeleſs QUEEN, | 
Who had deſerv'd- ſo much from thoſe. . 
That triumph'd in Her Death, like Foes, + 
And march'd in Pomp, with Beat of Drum, 
Attended by a Kent-ſtreet Scum, .. | : 
Crying aloud, They come, They come. 


No ſooner were theſe Tidings heard, 
But Coach and Six in State appear'd, 
Wherein, like Demi-Gods there ſate 
The conqu'ring Idol and his Mate, 
Moſt humbly bowing to the Crowd, 
For fear the Mob ſhould think 'em proud; 
Still courting, as they mov'd along, 
The gazing,. loud.huzzaing Throng, 
Who ſwarm'd about the Coach for Money, 
Like V/. aſps about a Pot of Honey; 
Rendi ing their Throats each time they hollow 4, 


To plea ſe the Ears of thoſe they follow 440 
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Who ſate and ſmil d on all without, 

Bowing full low at evry Shout; | 
Yet bluſh'd the while, to find ſo rude | 
A Mob expreſs ſuch Gratitude 
For Actions paſt, when mighty Men 
Look on their Patrons with Diſdain, 
And trample with inſulting State 
Upon their Duſt who made em Great. 


Next theſe, in following Coaches came 
The Daughters of the Princely Dame, 
Thoſe ſhining Stars, without a Brother, 
So like their Father and their Mother; 
Attended by thoſe Noble Lords 
They'd bound in Matrimonial Cords ; 
Their beauteous Ladies, ſo renown'd 


For all the Charms in Woman found, 
Knowing where - e er they ſhew their Faces, 
The Crowd muſt wonder at their Graces, 
And gather round fo fair a Sight 

By Day, as Moths (who ſport by N ight) 


Do round 4 Ta rs flatwing Light. 
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Next theſe; to their immortal: Fame, 
Some Low- Church City Elders came 
In their own Coaches, to attend 
Their High and Mighty valiant Friend, 
And to declare their Approbation 
Of his Deſigns upon the Nation; þ 
Old ſtanch Republican Profeſſors, | | 
Glaſs- Window ſati&ify'd Addreſſors, 
Who never bend to Church or Crown, | 
But with intent to pull em down; 5 
Nor ever compliment or flatter | N 
Their Princes, but to play the Traitor. {£0 


Next theſe, who, like to Blazing-Stars, 
Portend domeftick Feuds and Wars, 
Came Managers and Bank- Directors, 
King- killers, Monarchy-EFle&ors, 

And Votaries for Lord. Protectors; 
That had old ſubtile Saran ſpread 
His Net oer all the Cavalcade, 

He might at one ſurprizing Pull 
Have fll'd his JIow'r Dominion full 


| 
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Of Arheiſts, Rebels, Whigs, and Traytors, 
Reforming Knaves, and Regulators, - 


And eas d at once this Land of more 
And greater Plaguer, than Egyyr bore. 


In this great Order they proceeded, 
Much blam'd, altho but little heeded; 
Moving from Lent. ſtreet, till they came 
To old St. George's Church, of Fame, 
Where neither Enſign was diſplay'd 
To compliment the Cavalcade, 

Nor Bells permitted to proclaim 

New Cromwel, and his good old Dame; 
Which vex'd the Brewing Knight ſo ſadly, 
That he behav'd himſelf but madly, 

And order'd the Fanatick Rout 

To break the Windows round about 

The ſacred Dwelling of the LORD, 

To thew how highl y he ador'd 

GOD's Houſe, His Clergy, or His Word. 


From 
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From thence they mov'd like Clock-work 
That ſquabbling Town, call'd Southwark Bo- 
Where Butchers Dogsand Hatters Boys rough, 
Huzza'd and bark'd to expreſs their Joys, 
Whilſt all the Laniarian Fry, 

That ſaw the Cavalcade paſs by, 
Welcom'd their Bowing Friends with Peals 
They rung on Cleavers with their Steels; 
That thoſe who knew not the Occaſion 
Of ſuch a noiſy ſtrange Proceſſion, 
Expected they ſhould find anon 

The ſame to be a Skimington ; 

A Riding Neighbours make, in courſe, 
When the gray Mare's the better Horſe, 
To terrify thoſe ſcolding Witches 

That fight and wrangle for the Breeches, 


At length they to the Bridge advanc'd, . 
And o'er thoſe cockling Pebbles pranc'd; | 
But as the World, and all therein, | 

Are full of Chances unforeſeen, | - | 
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That interrupt our wiſeſt Meaſures, 
And ruffle all our ſmootheſt Pleaſures; 
So here an Accident fell out, 
That much alarm'd the moving Rout; 
For oer the Arches of the Bridge 
| To which both Stream and Tide lay Siege, 
There lives an Eſculapian Brother, 
Wholov'd his Country's Royal MOTHER, 
And thought himſelf oblig'd to pay 
Due Honours to Her ſacred Clay; 
This honeſt, well-deligning Son 
Of Loyalty to Church and Throne, 
Unable to behold a Sight 
That favour'd of Fanatick Spig ht, 
A vile Proceſſion purely made 
T' inſult the beſt of QUEENS when dead, 
And trample o'er Her lifeleſs Mold 
Before Her Royal Corps was cold, 
Reſolv'd to fling a Mouth-Grenade 
Among the faTious Cavalcade, 
And to upbraid 'em for their rude 


Revenge upon a QUEEN ſo Good: 


—— 
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| Accordingly his Poſt he took 
At his own Door, that he might look | 
The pompous Leaders in the Face, 


And thus his Loyal Mind expreſs: 


« Shame on yo all, ye factious Scrubs, 
Le Sons of Pan- tiles and of Tubs, 
* Poiſon'd by Dunces up and down ( Crown, 
In Holes, who prate 'gainſt Church and 
And teach you to inſult the beſt 
Of PRINCES, now Her Souls at Reſt; 
* Is this a Time, when Thouſands mourn, 
“For you to make their Grief your Scorn, 
« And bring your baniſh'd Idols in, 
Like Burton, Baſtwick, and old Pryn? 
Hang down for Shame your prick'd-up Ears, 
* 'Furn your indecent Joy to Tears, 
And leave th' ungrateful Pair to ſhew 
Their Malice, where their Grief is due. 


This vex'd the Brewing Knight, who led 


the Helter-Skelter Cavalcade, 
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And caus'd him to attempt a Knock 
On Galen's Medicinal Block, 
Who fearing the Aſſault, thought fit 
To make a politick Retreat, 
In which he wiſely chanc'd to grovel 
Behind the Door, for Paring-Shovel, 
With which he met, and laying hold 
Oth' uſeful Weapon, grew ſo bold, 
As to advance againſt the Knight, 
And dare him to renew the Fight; 
But Courage failing, when he found 
His Foe refolv'd to keep his Ground, 
He ſpurr'd his Horſe, and ſlippd away, 
To fave himſelf from bloody Fray, 
And looking upwards, where there hung 
St. George's Foe with bearded Tongue, 
Altho' a Knight whom Knaves do brag on 
Would combat neither Man nor Dragon; 


But letting fly, upon his Saddle, 


A Cracker as he ſate a Straddle, 
Rode ſafely off before his Troop, 
With Brewer's Fizzle at his Poop: 
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So the poor Hern, when Hawk is near, 
Soars bigh, and ſquitters down for fear, 


However, tho' the Knight withdrew, 
He gave his factious Mob the Loo, 
Who like Fanatick Deſperadoes, 
Attack'd the Foe with Dirt-Grenadoes, 
Which did not only dawb and wound him, 
But brought downShelvesof Slopsaround him, 
That what with Dabs the Rabble flung, 
Which in his Peruke clotted hung, 
'Twixt Syrups, Dirt, and Agua-Vitæ, 
Poor Galen look d enough to fright ye. 
But as ill Uſage makes the Brave 
The more deſpiſe the threat ning Grave, 
So angry Galen, when he found 
His broken Galli-Pots lie round, 
Bleeding their Syrups on the Floor, 
As freſh, and red, as humane Gore, 
Renew'd his Courage with a Jerk, | 
And ſally d out as fierce as Tirk, 


(4 
Mowing down all that ſtood before 
His Caſtle-Windows, or his Door, 
Forcing th' Aſlailants to retire, 
Well beater to their Hearts deſire, 
Upbraiding ev'ry Coach that cane, 
With baſely trampling, to their Shame, 
On th Aſhes of the Royal DAME; 
Which made the Party-Tools within 
| Look out, who finding Galen's Sign 
A Dragon Green, that monſtrous Beaſt, 
Believ'd him a St. George at leaſt, 
So left him to prepare his Plaſters; 
For broken Heads, and ſuch Diſaſters, 
Had well diſtributed among 
The fatious Mob, who'd done him Wrong, 
| (church-ſtreer, 
From thence they mov'd through Grace- 
, Where ſullen Bull-Dog chanc'd to meet 
: { The Horſemen, as they march d along, 
And Dubnoſe wond'rivg at the Throng, 
Surpriz'd by Shouting and by Drumming, 
Belicy'd the Bulls and Bears were coming ; | 
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Accordingly began to lick 
His Lips, and growing cholerick, 
Miſtook, as if the filly Dog 
Had been begot in Land of Bag, 
And in his Heat and Fury made 
A Bull of a Fanatick's Fade, © 
Proving in his Attack ſo fierce, 
That he had pulld down Man and Horſe, 
Had not the Mob, by Pots made valiant, 
Stepp'd in, and kill'd the poor Aſſailant. 


From thence thro' London Streets theymov'd, 


Hiſs d, pelted, ſcoff d, and much reprov'd, 


Huzza'd by none but Butchers Boys, 
And Rabble that delight in Noiſe, 
Who only gather into Routs, 


To pleaſe themſelves with merry Bouts, | 0 
; 


Not thoſe that glory in their Shouts. 


Thus on they march'd, much Joy expreſt,. | 


Till paſt St. Dunſtaus iu the Weſt, 
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(46) 
Where Providence, as ſome conclude, 
Broke down the Wheels of Gratitude, 
And let the Id drop, to ſhow 
The higheſt Pride may tumble low. 
Some ſhook their Heads at the Misfortune, 
And cry'd 'twas Ominous for certain, 


From thence moſt wiſely did con jecture 
This Year he would not be P=—r: 

As he that backwards flings his Chair, 
Deſponds that Year of being May'r. 6 
Some recollected, pious Noll 

Had once upon a Time a Fall 

From out his Coach-Box, which portended 
His Reign ſoon after ſhould be ended, 

As he and many more believ'd; 

Nor were they in their Gueſs deceiv d: 
For from that Hour, as ſome report, 

He took the Accident to Heart, 

Reflected on the Ground that catch'd him, 
And dwindl'd till the Devil fetch'd him. 


Pray God the like may nat. attend 
This Nation's diſappointed Friend ! 
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(47) 
Here ſally d from St. Dun/tan's Queſt 
A Captain, to improve the Jeſt, * 
With all his Forces at his Arſe, 
To ſee this fine Republick Farce, 
And humbly to ſalute their High 
„And Mightineſſes paſling by; 
Commanding him that carr'd the Flag 


To wave full low his yellow Rag, 


As ſoon as cer their Graces Coach 
In Pomp ſhould make their near Approach; 
But the Spokes failing, he forſook — 
His Poſt, to help both Coach and D — ; 
And tugg d and lugg'd, to ſhew his Zeal, 
Like Carman, at the broken Wheel. 

This famous Captain Jack. a. daniy, 

Serves old St. Drury- Lane with Brandy, 
And all the Baud and Whores therein, 
With that dear Cordial Comfort Gin, 

A Dram of which, ſo much in Faſhion, 

He keeps in's Pocket on Occaſion, | 
Which h'ad have offer'd to her G — 
But ſaw ſuch Fluſhing in her Face, 


That 
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Some laugllisg, others-Iboeking 14 

The lame Old pair, by Help of Crutch, 
Rethoutd inte a following bt 
And angry hit their Wheels and . 
Proceeded to their Journey's End; TY 
Leaving all Parties to deride + + © 
Their ſpightful * * N 
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Hud, rohen Rovgnge does. Reaſons Scaptre 
Mt turn be 1 ſeſt Stateſmanige a tack 
Falipſes Haw e, precipitates the Brus . 
Into raſy : "Av ſcorn d by evi Slave, * 
Then kt s with Reaſon puniſh, or forgive, 
And ne er r forget © the  Bqunties we reezvesl ! | 


For when the Great no Gratitude' can . . _ 
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